I heard Mm ask the manager to book a cabin on the
Algiers steamer from Marseilles. He must have found a
mug.'

'Who could it have been?5

If I knew that I would not ask you. These little things
interest me.' He twisted the cheroot between his lips to
wet the end of it. 'Another little thing interests me. Who
is this Heinberger?'

It was said without the least hint of emphasis., the
question of a man idly determined to find something of
interest in an uncongenial conversation.

For no reason my spine tingled as if with fear.

'Heinberger?51 repeated.

'Yes, Heinberger. Why does he sit always by himself?
Why does he never bathe? I saw you talking to him the
other day.'

'I know nothing about him. He is a Swiss, isn't he?5

'I don't know. I am asking you.'

Then I'm afraid I don't know.'

'What were you talking about?'

'I can't remember. The weather, probably.'

'What a waste of time! I like to find things out about
people when I talk to them. I like to know the differences
between what people are saying to you and what they are
thinking.'

'Indeed! Do you find that there is always a differ-
ence?'

'Invariably. All men are liars. Women sometimes speak
the truth. But men, never. That is right, is It not, ma
petite?'

'Oui, cheri!

fOuiy chert!' he echoed derisively. 'She knows that if
she lied to me I would break her neck. I tell you this,
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